CHAPTER SEVE:S?TEEN

Drif wood

now about to speed southwards) in com-
any with Mr. Otto Kahn and various gentle-
men oF vast importance* And in order that my
readers may not turn green and sick with envy, I
shall say nothing about the delectable manner in
which we travelled. I shall merely draw up the cur-
tain at a singular town which calls itself Palm Beach.

Morning.
On a green chair a chameleon was sitting, blinking
at me with sly, narrowed eyes, Opposite him was a
pink stucco wall. When he jumped on to it, would he
too turn pink?
So lazy are the warm airs of Palm Beach even in
this month of February that I decided to lie down
and wait* I adore chameleons. Theirs is an ex-
quisite insincerity. They are the most shameless
turncoats of creation. They realize that to savour
life one must utterly surrender to it, and wear oneself
the colour of the hour m which one is cast. There-
fore they flush to crimson with the rose, and on the
marble fountain they are white and chaste. Their
souls and their bodies arc cool and green in the long
summer grass. And as we know, they have only to
walk across a Scotch plaid to experience deliriously
disturbing sensations.
Would he never jump on to that pink wall? I gave
the chair a slight tilt* He winked one eye, opened it
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